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chased him around the sundial, caught him;
there was a splash, and she could see a spray of
water dazzle the air.

She rubbed her nose in Barnabas' mane.
Should she go home? She was lonely, a little
frightened. They had never been so wild before
in this place. The house did not seem to be
her friend any longer, only the quiet fells that
stretched beyond it, with the boggy peat, the sheep
cropping, the eternal sound of running water.

It seemed of a sudden comforting to have
Sarah Merries* arm around her. She was a
child again* She was not truly frightened. She
had never been frightened. She would not be
frightened now* But in absolute truth it would be
pleasant to be in her bed with the cherry curtains,
to hear the owl hooting and Deborah Herries
snoring not too far away,

Then, because she would never grant to
either God or Man that she could be afraid of
anyone or anything, she threw up her head
defiantly at the moon, stroked Barnabas on the
nose, whispered to him that she would not be
long away and went back to the house.

They were still dancing and singing round the
pond* The garden had a fantastic air like a
witches* sabbath. The house was now deserted
and empty. The dogs were for the most part
away, the moonlight stained the floor, the fire
was low. No sign of the French boy, no sign of
anyone. She peeped through the door, and there
were two men, asleep, with their heads on the
table* The candles guttered,